


‘WAOonNd 



























VOL. XV.-No. 373. APRIL 30, 1884. Price,10 Gents 


a Rafe 

























RRR ERR R ARR R RRR SRR REAR NOE i > a 
ot os Nese Vo 9 
COC ee - , 


~ Yew 
ThaN — 24 
oe 






ay 

% N 4 et a : i : sz 

PUBLISHED BY = 3 NEW YORK “88832 OFFICE No.21-23 WARREN ST. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. ~ TRADE MARK REGISTERED 1878 — 








“ENTERED AT THE POST OFFICE AT NEW YORK, AND ADMITTED FOR TRANSMISSION THROUGH THE MAILS AT SECOND CLASS RATES” 














ppresoetenroneseeienee 

















nti 


———— i Per 





SPOILING THEIR CALCULATIONS. 

















,. | =. 





PUCK. 
OFFICE: Nos. 21& 23 WARREN STREET, 
NEV “TORK. 
PusuisHep Every WEDNESDAY. 


TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS. 
(United States and Canada.) 


One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers, - + * + © © = = $5.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 ee, - 2 te ee = 2.50 
One Copy, for 13 weeks, - - - 2 2 + 2,25 


(England and all Countries in the Ber ne Postal Treaty. ), 


One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers, - - - - - = $6.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26numbers, + - - + + = + 3.0 
One Copy, three months, ori3mumbers,- - - © + © - 150 


BG INCLUDING POSTAGE. “@@ 


Unpbrr THE Aurisric Cnanc EOF- - JOS. KEPPLER 
Bustness-ManaGer - - - - A.SCHWARZMANN 
Epiror - - - - « + «- « = « = H.C. BUNNER 








“¢ Populus vult decipi, ergo decipiaiur.” 

They all do it!! 

The Sus started it, the Hera/d and others followed, 
and is Puck going to be outdone in honesty, modesty 
and truthfulness by his esteemed contemporaries? 

Not if he knows it! 

He also will state his circulation at the end of each 
week, and if his contemporaries stagger at his figures, 
they will see that Puck can and will go them one, or 
ten, or a hundred, or a hundred thousand, or even a mil- 
lion better every time, and don’t you forget it. 

But to business: 

During the last quarter the average circulation of Puck 


was 1,190,377. 
The sales of last week’s PucK were 
1,199,337 %.* 


Yours for truth and modesty, 
Puck. 


*Ves, and an eighth. Sold to a prominent politician who 
wanted to see his own picture. 
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, who have shown their willingness to 





Last-PacEe Savesn—Moving Day in New York at Hand— 
The Squatters Must Go! 


CARTOONS AND pacncenenel 





The winnowing has begun, and the | 
winnowing will go on for many a day to 
come, and the souls of men shall be sifted, and | 
the fame of men shall be purged as with fire. 
For the day of judgement has come for the | 
American politician, and he is judged by his ! 
deeds, and by them shall he stand or fall. 
Truly, as the days go on, it will be a purgatory 
for the men who want to be President. They | 
will be examined and criticised for the benefit , 
of every voter in the land. They will be on > 
trial before a court that knows no rules. of evi- 
dence, and where every question is admissible. | 
* | 
| 
| 





Pa # 

We predict weeping and wailing and gnash- 
ing of teeth before the summer is half over. 
Nobody dreams yet what an imbecile scoundrel 
his favorite candidate is. But all the world will 
know in a few weeks. His “record” wilt be 
carefully raked over, and the smallest fault in 
his past will loom up in lurid horror. These 
will be sore days for many a good, easy man, 
The sensitive spirit of Mr. James G. Blaine, of 
Maine, will be mightily vexed. The soul of 
Mr. John A. Logan will be harrowed, and his 
long established character as a grammarian will 





be utterly destroyed. General Grant will learn 


that a republican people can never forgive a 
display of imperialistic tendencies. Mr. S. Jones 
Tilden will find out how old and feeble he is, 
and will make the acquaintance of several of 
his own ailments of whose existence he had no 
previous suspicion. And the state of moral 
health of various other prominent men will be 
pleasantly diagnosed. It will be death on the 
politicians; but fun for the people. 


# * 

The New York Park Commissioners are often 
at their wits’ ends to know with what striking 
objects to add to the florid ornamentation of 
Central Park. ‘The statues already there are 
very beautiful and soul-inspiring in their way, 
but the collection lacks representatives of many 
men who have really done something practical 
for their fellow-citizens. Among the many men 
sacrifice 
themselves on the altar of patriotism, Mr. Theo- 
dore Roosevelt stands preéminent. ‘This is the 
man of whom there should be a statue in Cen- 
tral Park. 
the better government of the City of New York 
are really put into practice, Mr. Roosevelt may 
take the credit to himself of having done more 
for the good of the place than any other citi- 


zen init. 
* 
# * 


It will not do for the opponents of good gov- 
ernment to say that Mr. Roosevelt seeks to 
make political capital for himself or his party by 
his onslaughts on the infamies of the city gov- 
ernment. It does not matter one jot to us whe- 
ther Mr. Roosevelt is a Republican or a Dem- 
ocrat, so long as he succeeds in breaking up 
the gangs of plunderers who infest the munici- 
pal departments. We believe it is quite possi- 
ble to have this city as well and as honestly 
governed as are most other large cities in the 
world. Democratic Mayors, Aldermen or of- 
ficials, or Republican Mayors, Aldermen or of- 
cials, should make no more difference to a 
citizen than if his boots were made by a Re- 
publican boot-maker and his coat by a Demo- 
cratic tailor, It is for this end that Mr. Roose- 





If only one-quarter of his plans for | 
| eigner is right. 





velt is striving, and he shall have all our help 


to make him successful. 


The foreigner—especially the Englishman, if 


he may be called a foreigner—does not take 
kindly to the American newspaper. He misses 
the ponderous essays called leading articles 
that are a peculiar British institution. He does 
not feel comfortable without long dull letters 
from every point of the compass, except the 
place in which he may happen to have some 
share of interest. ‘Then he fails to find in our 
papers the legislative debates reported at length. 
‘This makes him sad. But perhaps he tries very 
hard to read an American paper, and we are 
willing to admit that just at the present time it 
is pretty adamantine reading. ‘“ What can be 
the meaning of all these columns upon columns 
of politics ?” will be asked. 


* 
* * 


“How can an American understand these 
things, much less a perfect stranger ?”? The for- 
The barrels of printer’s ink 
that are wasted during a Presidential year in 
giving to the public numbers of worthless names 
might be devoted to a much better purpose. 
The smallest fight for the position of smallest 
delegate in the smallest village is duly chron- 
icled in metropolitan newspapers as if it were 
really of vast importance. Not the most tri- 
fling detail of the petty struggle is omitted, and 
the average citizen is supposed to have deep 
concern in the fact that West Centreville, in a 
remote Western State, has instructed its dele- 
gates for ‘Tilden, Mahone or George Francis 
Train, Delegates of course there must be; but 
we don’t want to hear so much about them, at 
least until the nomination, ‘Their instructions 
and affiliations count for very little. ‘The con- 
trol of a local convention has still less weight; 
for when the National Convention meets, be- 
hold, the name of a new dark horse finds favor, 
and the ballots are cast for him and he finds 
himself nominated, ‘There is a great deal too 
much President-making before the election. 











CONFEDERATES. 
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THE TICKET-SPECULATOR SWINDLE. 
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PUCK. 





POET AND BREWER. 


A POEM OF FANCY AND OF SOLID FACT. 


\ Bring forth, O agile Ganymede, the foaming 

( glass of Bock, 

' Bring forth the schooner tall and slim, bring 
forth the brimming Stein, 

For the festive goat he gambols on the lofty 
up-town rock, 

And blossoms blow upon the bough and 

tendrils on the vine. 






~.' ° The chest-protector vanishes, as vanishes the 
snow, 
The ulster ’s gone to meet the moth upon the 
pawn-shop shelf, 
It seems to be established that pneumonia 
must go, 
The brooks are gurgling gaily, and I’m feel- 
ae, ing well myself. 


ye Oh, thus the poet warbled, as he laid his nickel 

e. down— 

For the season makes him liberal, though nat- 
, . urally close, , 

And he tipped the brimming beaker, and he poured directly down . 

His zsophagus the delicate decoction of glucose. A. H, Oakes. 








AT THE STATION. 


him, but pretends not to, for he recognizes in 
him a common enemy. He knows that a dog 
a e, — ; can not be happy with a boy that doesn’t own 

The arrival of a train in the country is al- | him, ‘The dog sits there on his haunches look- 
ways an event, especially when there is but one | ing nervously around in anticipation of various 
train a day. Men throw down their hammers projectiles, and never knows that the boy is ad- 
and walk to the station; women who haven’t miring him, and making a complimentary gauge 
the time to dress and be on hand throw up | of his heroism by his missing ear and well- 
their windows, lean on the window-sills, and re- | s¢arred neck. And there he sits, ready at a 


main in that position until they wear the skin | moment’s notice to jump and run under the 
off their elbows awaiting the eventful moment. platform for safety. ‘The boy then throws a 

The people that are always on hand to see | pase-ball against the building and catches it on 
the train come in, and inspect the passengers | the rebound, and toys with the trucks that are 
that get off as well as those that get on, are gen- | jn readiness awaiting the arrival of the train, 
erally the very people who are not expecting | Finally the whistle is heard, and the train is 
visitors, and not bidding any one farewell. noted in the distance by a small curl of smoke; 

When the train is expected, the man who | and then the train is seen winding snake-like 
idles his time away in the country tavern slowly | around the base of the hill. Nearer and nearer 
comes to life, yawns out of the chair in which | jt comes, and every eye is on it. Nowit stops. 
he has been reclining, and moves slowly in the | ‘Two or three people get off, down flies the 
direction of the track, to see the identical train mail-bag on the platform, trunks are rolled 
which he has seen, and will see, every day of his around, water is pumped into the boiler, and 
life. And at his heels fondly follows the tav- | coal shovelled into the tender. The engine is 
ern dog, who, from an unbroken and undis- puffing away, and the village people look idly 
turbed social relationship dating from his pup- | on, Finally a box is brought out of the baggage- 
hood, acts as though he fancies the tavern loafer | car and laid tenderly down, and the shriek of a 
enjoys a proprietary right in him. woman pierces the air. 

And when they arrive at the station they note Then a whistle and “Allaboard!”? The loco- 


every mark of life and bustle. There is the | motive gives a few preliminary puffs, the train 
hotel-stage backed up close to the side-platform, | moves away, the people watch it out of sight, 


and the driver, with the name of the hotel on | and the little village settles down to its natural 
his cap, ready at a moment’s notice to deliver | ctate of quiet. R. K. MunkITTRICK. 
‘himself of an avalanche of words setting forth 
the virtues of the house he represents, and its 
manifold superiority to the rival establishment. 
Then there are girls just budding into woman- 
hood walking up and down eating peanuts, 
with school-books under their arms. School- | 
boys are killing the time until the arrival of the 
train studying out the circus-posters on the coal- 
yard fence on the other side of the track. 

The ticket-seller has just opened his window 
for business, and is answering the same ques- 
tions that he answered yesterday and will an- | 
swer to-morrow. The freckled farmer-boy is 
looking slyly through the window at the beauti- 
ful brown-eyed specimen of femininity at the 
telegraph-machine. It makes him feel queer to 
glance from her supple snowy fingers to her 
face, and he walks around the platform and 
gazes vacantly at the rough works of art exe- 
cuted with jack-knives on the pump. The ir- 
repressible small boy is there, too, as large as 
life. He has stuffed his bean-shooter in his ; 
pocket, and is trying to form the acquaintance | Tyx PecuLiaR PosiTIoN OF THE POLICY-MEN AND 
of the tavern dog at long range. ‘The dog sees | THE POLICE. 
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To-pay I ’ve been appointed; 
I ’m going to teach this term, 
And if the school-boys fool with me 
I ’m going to make them squirm. 
Just let me catch the urchin, 
With features on the grin, 
Attempting on my chair to put 
The neatly bended pin. 
And if I once do capture, 
Among the freckled toughs, 
The fellow with the answers all 
Indited on his cuffs, 
That boy I ’ll gaily hammer, 
And stand him on a stool 
Throughout the day, and keep him in 
Four hours after school. 
I am a lively teacher, 
To that all folks agree; 
And [ll just bet no boy in school 
Will get away with me, 


Now THAT the base-ball season is setting in, 
the woman with the stained-glass window is be- 
coming properly nervous and excited. 

THE SUB-PEDESTAL for the Bartholdi statue is 
slowly rising on Bedloe’s Island. It manages 
to keep neck and neck with the Blaine boom. 

THERE ARE ten millions of artificial teeth 
manufactured in the United States every year, 
and it is estimated that over nine millions are 
destroyed during the same period in the en- 
deavor to masticate boarding-house beef-steak 
and spring-chicken, 





WHEN A MAN spends all the money he makes, 
he is like a ball on the top of a fountain-spurtle. 
As soon as the water that keeps him up stops, 
down he goes. ‘This bit of philosophy is from 
the Chinese laundryman who stepped in the 
other day to deliver some collars, 

A poer in the Jndependent asks: “Who can 
measure the soul of aman?” Who can do it? 
Why a waiter, of course, a waiter. And how 
can he do it? Why by the tip that the owner 
of the aforesaid soul bestows upon him, for the 
soul is measured by the golden rule. 





WHEN May sets in, and blossoms fall 
In showers o’er the garden wall, 
The happy urchin doth commence 
To draw a stick 
That ’s long and thick 
Along your snowy picket-fence. 
THE Art Interchange gives away this week as 
a supplement a head labeled “ Marguerite.” It 
is a very pretty head, indeed, and to look at it 
for a minute is to get into an osculative mood. 
But there is one peculiarity about “ Marguerite” 
that strikes us as being peculiarly peculiar. That 
is, she looks up with one eye and down with 
the other. Now, we wish to state that this is 
not natural with any one. Even with the actor 
who looks at the gallery with one eye and the 
pit with the other, to dodge the eggs and fruit 
flying from both places, this habit is only ac- 
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TO , 





In reply to your letter, or rather in reply to 
the questions contained in your letter, which 
has been lying on our desk some time, we take 
great pleasure in stating: 

To Crean Fisu.— Take the fish and rub 
them well with common soap, and then work 
them up and down an ordinary wash-board 
pretty hard for ten or fifteen minutes. Then 
lay them out on the grass to dry. If you have 
no grass, put them out on the clothes-line. After 
they have been out a little while, take them in 
and rinse them off in cold water, If they are 
bluefish, put in a little blueing. If they are 


weakfish, add a little Limburger; if ’erring, be | 


gentle; if skate, add a strap. If you haven’t 
the time yourself, you might take the fish to a 
scouring establishment. 

To Open Oysters oR CLAMs.—Use an or- 
dinary steel night-key—never depend on a cop- 
per one. Insert the key near the hinge of the 
bivalve, and turn to your left three times—that 
is the usual combination. There is also an oys- 
ter-key that is warranted to open any oyster, 
and this may be had for a few cents of any 
jeweler. It is believed that the oyster and clam 
of the future will be a self opener; not a self- 
opener in the same sense that they are now, 
but openers that will open when the thumb is 
pressed against the hinge of them, as against 
the stem of a watch. Never take the oyster in 
your hand and attempt to open it by closing a 
pair of scissors between the shells, as many ac- 
cidents have been known to happen to the 
would-be openers on trying these experiments. 
Never put a hatchet-blade between the shells 
and try to chop it open; and, above all, never 
try your husband’s razor, because it hurts the 
razor without doing the bivalve any good. 
Sometimes the burglar’s tool known as the 
“jimmy”? may be used with good effect; but 
perhaps the best way after all to open a refrac- 
tory oyster is to take it to the locksmith. 

To UnparK A BARKING Doc.—This method 
is very simple, and should be known by every 
one who owns a dog, has an ambition to owna 
dog, or hopes to own a dog. All the barking 
a dog does in the day-time amounts to nothing, 
and is no worse than the crow of the rooster or 
the neigh of the horse. Never try to silence 
a dog by beating, because it must be obvious to 
you that when you inflict corporeal punishment 
upon a dog, you not only break the dog’s spirit, 
but crush his ambition and doghood, and only 
succeed in getting more noise out of him than 
he was before yielding of his own accord. It 
is quite a well-established fact that fried oysters 
have a tendency to destroy the human voice, 
and that many celebrated singers in grand op- 
era have impaired the strength and sweetness 
of their voices by indulging too freely in this 
dish. 

Therefore, if your dog’s voice is too strong 
and frequent for your personal peace and com- 
fort, don’t hesitate to starve him for several 
days, and then feed him on fried Saddle Rocks. 
Don’t give the dog the kind of fried oysters 
that you get on the railway train, or you will 
have the poor animal so prejudiced against fried 
oysters after he has eaten one that he will never 
try another, and then you will be unable to spoil 
your dog’s bark. Give him regular fried oys- 
ters, and the chances are that inside of a month 
your dog’s bark will be as soft and sweet as a 
Tuscan love-song. 

Tue Uses oF TripE.—You only exhibit a 
wide-range prejudice when you say, parentheti- 
cally, that you wouldn’t have tripe in the house, 
and it is not at all unlikely that you have been 
told by all your family that tripe is not fit to 
eat, and that you detest it without ever having 
tasted it. Tripe may be cooked in many ways, 
and in almost any it is good and nutritious. 
But it has other virtues which, perchance, you 


wot not of, and we consider it our duty to tell 
you of some of the uses to which tripe may be 
put. In the first place, it is a very good thing 
to cover a tidy with, especially when set off 
with dainty bows of ribbon. It is more lasting 
than plush, and not so common. It also makes 
a splendid stair-carpet, as it is pliable and you 
can not slip on it. ‘The only drawback it has 
when used as a stair-carpet is that burglars can 
walk on it at any rate of speed without being 
heard. As a door-mat it has no equal, because 
the rough surface doesn’t allow a bit of mud to 
remain on the shoes, and, with proper care, will 
last a long time. 

But perhaps the true mission of tripe is to 
be utilized as a ‘Turkish towel. It is not only 
better than a ‘Turkish towel in every respect, 
but it looks so much like one that only the 
keenest expert would ever detect the difference. 


Turkish towel once, and you will very soon get 
over your old-time prejudice, and frankly ad- 
mit that you are willing to stand or fall with 
tripe. 

‘The next time you have any questions to ask, 
ask more. Don’t be so modest; we would just 
as soon answer a hundred as three or four. And 
if you are ever in the city, don’t fail to drop in 
and ask us all the questions you can think of. 
We delight in lifting people who are groping in 
darkness to their feet, and sending them forth 
with the light of information beaming brightly 
in their faces. 

R. K. MUNKITTRICK, 








Now FROM the airy dude 
Doth this little song exude: 

“Qh, that I had a new spring suit 
On which to wear this dainty, gay 
Little spray 

Of arbute!” 





You may not like tripe stewed, but try it as a | 








ZESOP REVISED. 


THE PLUMBER AND THE Pvp, 


A Plumber who had Retired from Business 
on the Fortune of a Winter, amused himself in 
his Leisure hours visiting the Hen-roosts of his 
Neighbors. One evening, while contemplating 
a Coop d@’ état on a fine Spring Shanghai, he was 
Interrupted by the Pet Pup of*the Household, 
who was himself Foraging for Surreptitious 
Meat, and did not Enjoy this Surreptitious 
Meeting. ; 

“*Good-morrow, Master Plumber; what dost 
thou here ?”’ 

“ Being slightly deaf, good Pup, I dost not 
hear anything.” 

“Then I fear thine Intentions are not Honor- 
able, and it were not unseemly that thou didst 
dust. Wherefore art thou hither ?” 

“IT have come, friend Pup, to clear the Pipe 
of yon Pullet with the Pip,” replied the Plumber, 
throwing the Dog a Bottle of S. O. P. 

“Not so,” said the Pup, unappeased: ‘ You 
have come to Bone Chickens, I suspected you 
were a Bad Man before this; but now I am 
Certain of it. ‘The Brand of the Brandy con- 
vinces me. Get thee Hence!” 

“Hens ?”? responded the Plumber: “ That’s 
just what I came for.” 

The Pup, having a Strong Sense of Humor, 
smiled at this so Broadly that his Teeth dropped 
out, Rendering him utterly useless as a Chicken 
Liver-Pad, 

And the Plumber Scooped the Coop. 

MoraLt—Put Not ‘Thy ‘Trust In Plumbers, 


J. K. BanGs, 








A Goop Sicn—“ Free Lunch.”’ 





| RouGH on “Rats” —-'lhe Typographical Union, 

















Donkey: ‘did I not frighten you?” 


have done the same Act before, Myself.” 





AN ANCIENT 


INSTANCE. 





A Democratic Donkey, having found a Lion’s skin, for which the original Owner had no further Use, 
got into it, and went Roaming through the Forest, frightening the Denizens of the Sylvan Retreat, until he 
encountered a Fox, who, upon perceiving him, laughed fit to Split. 
‘** You did, for a Fact,” responded the Republican Fox: «until you be- 
gan to Blunder, and then I recognized the Same Old Donkey. Besides,” added the Intelligent Animal: «I 


«« What!” exclaimed the astonished 


MoraL.—Yariff Reform is a good Servant; but it Gathers no Moss. 
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ALDERMAN CHEELS AT PLAY. 


The lingering Spring-time is slow settling down, 

On the dirt and the dust and the din of the town; 
And the ‘*peeler” who notes the exuberant * tight,” 
As he paints the town red in the dead of the night, 
Turns discreetly away—it may happen to be 

An ALDERMAN—out on his gay spring-tide spree. 








MAY 1st—THE OLD BOARDER’S REVENGE. 


There is Spring in the sun—there is Spring in the air, 
And the Boarder, as usual, changes his lair, 

And when the Millennium comes booming along, 
Some man with an intellect lofty and strong 

Will get up a scheme, as depicted right here, 

To give his successor a sensible steer 








THE LAST STOCK-HOLDER. 
KEELY.—* It’s all right; I'll have her in running 
order next week, and then you can form a committee 
of one, call yourself to order, and declare a dividend.” 


¢¢ All for me, all for me! 








All who come into the Arctic Sea— 
Food for the ice-floe’s white-toothed jaw, 
Food for my own insatiate maw, 
Food for me and food for Death— 
| All who would brave the Ice-King’s breath!” 
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«« ANOTHER EXPEDITION COMING—HOORAY!” 


This is the song of the Polar Bear, 
Smacking his chops in his solitude there, 


To go the way that the others went— 


REDUCE YOUR WEIGHT BEFORE THE HOT WEATHER SETS IN. 


*Tis the Spring that wakes love in the youth’s lonely heart, 
As the laureate has stated in excellent verse; 

It sets hapless lovers to brooding apart, 
And it waketh the poet his woes to rehearse. 

The sap in the maples it starts on the run, 

And brings the park tramps out to sit in the sun, 





And there ’s one thing it does, and it does it for sure— 
It moves the fat man to get rid of his fat; 
And the streets being clean, and the air being pure, 
He tramps like the homeless and yearningful cat: 
He takes the whole street for his venturesome bounds— 
And by June or July he has gained twenty pounds,  V. I 





Waiting the victims that Science has sent 


When they are gone then will come still more 
To “rescue ” the ** rescuers ’’ sent before. 
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‘THE STREETS OF NEW YORK.—No. XVI. 
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8 A. M. AT THE FERRY.—THE GIRLS’ 


HOUR. 








THE GIRLS I CALL ON. 





I am considered a fair catch in the matri- 
monial market, but I do not make myself as 
cheap as I used to in my more youthful days. 
I go out less, and am more choice in my selec- 
tions of houses at which to visit. I go to those 
homes where I think I am thoroughly popular, 
and where there is a girl that might make me 
a possible wife. I regret constantly the time I 
have wasted on ineligible girls—golden hours 
that can never be recalled. 

Miss Susie Mutcany is the daughter of an 
ex-New York Alderman and liquor-dealer, who 
has retired with a large fortune and lives on 
Fifth Avenue. She is by no means good style, 
but is not a bad-looking girl. She is a beauty 
of the Milesian type, with good teeth, dark 
hair, rich black eyes, and is equipped with a 
slight brogue, which is especially noticeable 
when she gets excited in conversation: But I 
fear she won’t do. I took her to the theatre once; 
but she was loudly dressed, and I’m afraid I 
couldn’t take her to the Patriarchs’ or Matri- 
archs’ Ball without calling forth unpleasant re- 
marks. Then I could never stand the father. 
Poor man, he tries to behave himself, but some- 
how he never forgets he was a bar-keeper, and 
gives himself away by offering to make me “a 
foine gin cocktail.’? Then Miss Susie blushes. 
Mrs. Mulcahy never appears on the scene, at 
least when I’m there. I believe she was a 
washerwoman. Susie has money, but I don’t 
think I'll propose unless I find I can not do 
better. . 

Miss Mamie Scraccjoy is a member of a 
religious family. ‘The family are rich manu- 








facturers, and go to the Methodist Church and 
to prayer-meetings as many times a day as there 
is anything of the kind on hand, Susie must 
be twenty-five. She does not go into society. 
She is blonde and has an intelligent face, but is 
not strikingly handsome. She talks of her 
“Jadiandgenlmfrens,” says “a long ways,” and 
occasionally “you was.” She thinks many 
things are “real nice,’’ and occasionally “too 
lovely for anything.” I fancy, however, I might 
manage to mould her so as to enable her to be 
received into “society.” I wonder why it is 
so difficult to obtain money and breeding to- 
gether? Mamie certainly is worth consider- 
ation, She lives a long way down on the west 
side of the town in an old-fashioned half-de- 
cayed block. 

Miss Lutu Van McSmituH. Just the wife 
forme. She is tall, pretty, well;bred, cultivated, 
well-read. She plays, sings, paints, lives in a 
fashionable neighborhood, and is an alleged 
Knickerbocker. But there is a “ but.”” Down- 
town men speak of her father as an old scoun- 
drel, and I have reason to believe he’s net very 
prompt pay. So, although I love to call on 
her, Lulu can not be mine. My wife must be 
on a sound shekular basis beyond peradventure. 








THE THING that causes the most cool, calm 
and dispassionate of professional base-ball play- 
ers to temporarily lose his self-respect, and in- 
dulge freely in wild, unseemly language, is to 
be sentenced to about sixty days in the county 
jail about the latter part of April, when the club 
with which he has signed is just about ready to 
start out upon the ball-path. 








FOOD FOR ALLIGATORS, 





We have had, for the past two months, some 
Florida alligators in the editorial rooms of 
Puck. ‘They are fat, lively and sleek, and en- 
joy perfect health. Their appetites are very 
large, and they eat voraciously, although they 
are somewhat dainty in the choice of food. The 
meat ordinary markets afford has no charms 
for them. 

For the benefit of any of our readers who 
may keep alligators, we append a weekly bill- 
of-fare based on our experience with the ani- 
mals, If it is strictly followed they are bound 
to thrive, because our alligators have really par- 
taken of nothing else but the dishes mentioned 
below. 

Of course it is not always an easy matter to 
procure a good cook who understands how to 
cater to the alligator’s stomach, but an adver- 
tisement in the Home Journal, Herald or World 
is certain to call forth a number of suitable 
answers. 

BILL-OF-FARE. 

MonpAy.—Morning air; warm air; hot air; frican- 
deau of atmosphere a la Broadway. 

TuEspAy —Noon air; grilled sunshine; west wind; 
atmospheric fritters. 

WEDNESDAY.—Sand a4 la Rockaway; air a la edito- 
rial rooms (Dana style); punch a la stove smoke. 

TuHuRsDAY.—Corned air; cigaretté smoke; westerly 
wind. 

FripAy.—Fricassée of swear-words; roast profanity; 
boiled air. 

SATURDAY.— Roast atmosphere minced; Warren Street 
air; cold boiled air. 

SuNDAY.—Iced air; still air; air of the atmosphere 
(North Pole style). 
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PUCK. 





A GOOD REASON. 








EVEN sees me swiftly walking 

Down-town every morning, 

With my eye-glass single-bar- 
eled 

My right eye adorning. 


With my kids so soft and yellow 
Drawn upon my digits; 
And my walking-cane so nobby 
Charms stoop-scrubbing Brid- 
gets. 
In my lapel lies the flower 
That fair Miss McCarty 
Gave me last night near the window 
At the dinner-party. 


I am happy while I’m walking, 
Never I’m complaining; 

Those who see me say, delighted: 
“*Mr. Jones is training 

For some great athletic meeting— 
He ’s a man of muscle; 

‘He who beats him when he’s running 
Has a lively tussle.” 

But the people don’t imagine 
That down-town I hurry 

To sell suspenders, socks and neckties 
For Magee & Murray. 

Though I walk, I’m not an athlete, 
But in life’s hard warfare 

I’m hard pressed, and have no shekels 
For to pay my car-fare. A. MU.«PHY. 








PERSIFLAGE. 





Conciliate the concierge. That is my advice to one 
who takes ‘* appartements” in Paris. Be kind to him. 
Smile at him. Give him the not too infrequent franc. 
Wink at his petty thieving when wood and coal-bills are 
presented. He must have his little percentage. Wink 
also at his daughter. And thus secure her friendship 
by acknowledging her attractiveness. Perfunctorily if 
you like, but still wink. ‘¢Z/ n'est bon bec que de Paris.” 
Treat his wife like a delicate indigenous duchess. Thus 
you will not have so much of yeur linen stolen, and the 
divvies may be less onerous with the blanchisseuse. What- 
ever you do, smile. Otherwise you will be deemed mo- 
rose and cantankerous. You must smile. It is necessary. 

The concierge has small children, perhaps, who know 
no more of a mother’s love than chickens hatched by an 
incubator. The small boy you must condone and win 
over, so that your writing-desk may not be pried open 
in your absence, and paper dolls be made of your manu- 
scripts for the Atlantic or the Revue de Deux Mondes. 
Remember that Saint Zita was a serving-maid, and that 
perhaps some day the wife of your concierge may become 
asaint. You want to keep on good terms with the pos- 
sible hagiology of the future. Not that the wife of your 
concierge is a hag. Certainly not. Boston men know 
that hagiology does not mean that. No, she is only a 
natural-born commonplace thief. She also bears the 
palm as the champion international prevaricator, If, by 
way of example, for purposes of beef-tea for an invalid 
you purchase one pound of beef daily, among other items 
of food, the wife of your concierge will inform the maid 
of the Countess Chose on the next floor that a pound of 
beef per diem 4s the entire allowance for your whole 

family. Then the Countess pities your wife, and it is a 
terrible thing to have your wife pitied even by the small- 
pox, and much more by a countess, 

Where the concierge is particularly satisfying is in his 
habit of telling visitors you are out, when they call by 
appointment and you are anxiously awaiting them. 
When a concierge has this habit firmly fixed, the only 
cure is an ax—I mean an axiom. Let your friends carry 
with them framed this axiom: ‘ The concierge always 
lies.” And let them mount to your rooms without ask- 
ing any questions. Then they may find you in. Sooner 
or later they are sure to find you out. For Paris is a 
roofless city. There is nothing hid. 

The town has for centuries had but one end, one aim 


will swear that an American nabob who looks like you 
has taken a house in the Champs Elysées, and is acting 
as temporary manager of Bernhardt, Croisette, or the 
latest novelty in soubrettes. They will even give your 
initials. .This makes trouble. You are apt to deny the 
insinuation, and the man who denies is lost. The con- 


papers upon the letter-box in the hall. 

And the inventory—oh, you forgot about the invent- 
ory, did you? Well, unless you have been very liberal 
to the concierge he will asseverate that you have broken 
dozens of dishes and tons of furniture. And if you don’t 
pay his claims, he will get six stranglers to intercept 
your trunks, as you are about to depart, and shriek out 
his fraudulent charges upon the common staircase, with 
the voice of the Stentor. In Rome beware of the fever. 
In Paris look out for the concierge, S. 








Auswers for the Aurious, 


P. P.—No, not exactly. 

N. E.—Well, we think not. ; 
W. R. P.—Send it along, and a coffin with it. 
LINDLEY MurRRAY, JR.—We ain’t got none. 


may be, but persistently. If you are absent for a few 
days, look out for the Gi/ Blas and the Gaulois. They 


cierge will carefully post these notices clipped from the | 


THE SPOON-BILL. 





«« That spoon-bill came this morning,’ said Mrs. Han- 
kinson-Boomwhifter to her husband: ‘and I wish you 
would see if it is all right.” 

** T don’t want anything to do with the infernal spoon- 
bill,” replied Mr. Hankinson - Boomwhifter, warmly: 
‘*you can look out for the spoonbill yourself.” 

‘*What’s the matter?” inquired Mrs. Hankinson- 
Boomwhifter, in surprise. 

‘«*« What’s the matter? A good deal’s the matter, and 
I can tell you I shall have nothing to do with the old 
spoonbill. I have had all the pet birds I want, and 
| when the cockatoo bit a piece out of my leg a couple of 
months ago I said I would have no more birds around; 
and now you’ve got a spoonbill, eh? Well, you can 
take care of the old spoonbill vourself!” 

And then Mrs. Hankinson-Boomwhifter laughed so 
loud that she must have hurt herself. 

‘¢ What are you laughing at, madam?” 

*« At you,” she replied: «* When I spoke of a spoon- 
bill I didn't mean the bird. I meant a bill for the spoons 
I got the other day for Lulu Jinglebug’s wedding-present, 
and I wanted you to send a check for it.” 

Then Mr. Hankinson-Boomwhifter smiled a forced 
smile, and declared he knew what she meant all the time- 














FREDDY’S SLATE 


Anp His Littrre Lretrer To THE Epiror. 


























newyorkapereltwentynineth 
dear puck 

I cend you a car Toon a bout Roler scating 
it is drorn from Life 

it all hapened in rele life i hapened it that is 
Me down in The ritand corner i am scating on 
The aven nue i am triping up A old jendleman 
he livs in Quer streat he is A bout gty an orful 
cros 

i wornted to put wat He ced on a clowd 
comen out of his Mouth but i am a frade pop 
woud worm me if i did for Sayen cusswords 

an becides i don no how to spel some of it i 
am particiler a bout spelen my techer sase spelen 
is The found dation of lerning 

the wooman in the leftand corner is ouer gerl 
briget briget is a nirish gerl she haights the 
inglesh an has her Mouth ful of hare pins moast 
of the time 





—pleasure and gossip. And the more innocent you are, 
the more certain are you to be defamed—jocularly, it | 


briget was a comen Up the streat an the old 





jendleman was a comen down an i was a comen 
rite a cros on the aven nue 

but i diddent no that briget had egs in her 
baskit i mene i dident no it wen i was a comen 
a long i new it affter words 

it spoilled the egs 

the streat is al yeler lik a nomlet briget’s dres 
is runed 

an sose the old jendlemans hatt it was a nue 
hat but i ges it looks wers than his old won now 

it was orful goud fun an i laffed you can cee 
me Laffin in the car Toon that is a smil on my 
Fase i men to mak a laff but i got it kineder 
rong i wos laffin wen i triped up the old jendle- 
man an briget but affter words i was not laffen 
so mutch the old snoozer told on me to pop 
an i gott wormed 

youers kineder tierd 
freddy 
ps cen bac the ole slaight 
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No. XI. 


AN URBAN ANTIDOTE TO IK MARVEL AND 
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER. 





There is no fire in the register now, and yet we gather around it 
in the evenings as we have done all winter. The circle has grown 
rather larger—more sfready, as the country folks say. The Boarder 
Whom We Call Gaiters pushes his chair to the wall and leans back and 
crosses his legs in the air, and dreams of his youth, I suppose, or his 
dinner or something. Whatever it is, it makes him snore. Then the 
Dude Boarder. and the Landlady’s Daughter have a way of drawing off 
toward the window-curtains and talking in a low monotone that scarceiy 
disturbs my soliloquies. 

It is the influence of the Spring, of course. It is not unpleasant, 
even to me, for I too am languid and indisposed to deliver the stirring 
orations that warm my listeners’ hearts and my own blood in the winter. 

Moreover, I am satisfied with anything that keeps the dread horror 
of Politics at bay for a little. Oh, the dissensions, the petty spites, the 
envy and malice and all uncharitableness that we shall have around 
this register when the Campaign is fairly opened! Ah, the rudeness 
that will mar our genial wit; the narrowness that will usurp the place 
of our easy, speculative liberality! Phew, the rows and rumpuses and 
general misery of it all! 

It will be, as I remarked the other evening, a good deal like the 
Union Club. 

My remark woke the Boarder Whom We Call Gaiters. He started 
from his revery and said that the mere suggestion was insulting. This 
brought the Dude Boarder to the front. 

THE Dupe BoarpeR.—I don’t sec what all you fellers are so down 
on the Union Club for. It’s an association of fellers just like any other 
fellers. Of course there are always some fellers that wz//7 cut up and be 
beastly, in any crowd; but what’s the use of condemning all the rest of 
the fellers just on account of the off-color fellers ? 

THE BoarpeR WHom WE CALL GaiTers.—They’re all off-color 
fellows —the whole pack of ’em. 

THE LANDLADY’s DAUGHTER. — Now I’m sure you’re mistaken 
about that. I’ve always heard that some of the best people in the city 
belong to the Union Club. 

‘THE BoARDER WHoM WE CALL GalITErRs.— Some of the best dudes! 
That’s what they are—they’re all dudes, What’s a dude? A dude is 
a man who tries to be finer than the rest of the world. That’s what 
they are. They’re trying to put on more style than anybody else, and 


trying to make people believe that they’re built of a superior article of | 


clay. What’s good enough for other citizens ain’t good enough for 
them, ‘They’ve got to have their own way of dressing, and their own 
way of eating, and their own manners—and their own morals too, by 
Jupiter! And so they go and band together in a sort of a community 
—a mutual admiration community—and then they agree to abide by 
hard-and-fast rules and call that “the thing,” and look down on all the 
people who don’t do it, and call’em vulgar and common. Well, I’m 
content to be vulgar and common, if they’re swell. I’m a plain Ameri- 
can, and I have patience with all this aristocratic foreign nonsense. 
The Boarder Whom We Call Gaiters stopped because he was out 
of breath. The Dude Boarder stared wrathfully at him, and was ap- 
parently gathering his wind for a reply when I intervened. I felt that 
the length of the last speech was entirely out of order and not to be 
encouraged. Long speeches there must be, in any conversation; but I 
have always felt that 1am the man to make them. I know just how 








they should be done, and that end of the conversation is safe in my 
hands. So I stepped in. 

THE REGIsTER.—Allow me, Gaiters, to take exception to the spirit 
of your remarks. In their special application they are fairly justified. 
Certainly, if it is true, as the Dude Boarder is going to say, that there 
is a majority of good, solid, respectable men in the Union Club, the 
fact remains that these respectable men tolerate the indecencies of as 
fine a lot of blackguards among their fellow members as they could find 
in the Geoghegan Coterie No. 2 or the Billy McGlory Social Club. 
So that this respectable element does not save the reputation of the 
club. As a club, it has pretty well earned the name it has got among 
the people of this city, and it seems to be pretty well content with the 
situation. 

‘THE BOARDER WHOM WE CALL GalITErRs.—-Well, that’s what I said. 

THE REGISTER.—Excuse me. You said nothing of the sort. And 
my quarrel with the men of the Union Club is just that they don’t do 
what you say they do, If they did—and it is what they originally set 
out to do—there would be none of this rowdiness which has brought 
them into the courts. They are not trying to be better than their neigh- 
bors. ‘They are trying to be worse than their neighbors, 

THE BoaRrpER WHOM WE CALL GAITERS.—Well, they’re trying to 
be different, anyway. 

‘THE REGIsTER,— Ah, that’s what’s troubling you. Your objection 
to them is that you think they are trying to be at once different and 
better. I wish they were. 1 don’t doubt, Gaiters, that you and I are 
quite good enough for all practical purposes, Still, I don’t think we’re 
perfect. ‘The breed may be improved; and I, for one, am heart and 
soul with the man who tries to improve it—even if he tries his improving 
on himself and not on me. You have, I fear, Gaiters, that worst Ameri- 
can affectation— the affectation of plainness, You live in constant terror 
of somebody calling you affected. You are afraid to dress in a little 
better taste than the next man, for fear that you will be called a dandy 
or a dude. You would not put on knee-breeches and enjoy yourself at 
a game of tennis, because the boys in the street laugh at knee-breeches 
and the corner-loafer thinks that tennis is an effeminate game— though 
the average corner-loafer couldn’t keep his wind, probably, half through 
aset. ‘Therein, you see, you make yourself a slave to the prejudices of 
very unworthy people with a misguided sense of humor. And on the 
same principle you would not join a club like the Union Club—I mean 
like what the Union Club should be, just for fear that you will be ac- 
cused of putting on airs. What is the consequence ?—for there are con- 
sequences when the majority of the men in a community think as you 
do. You leave the few earnest men who strive to form associations that 
shall be homes of culture and schools of manners—you leave these men 
to get recruits where they can. Instead of submitting yourself to the 
refining influences of such societies, you deprive them of the support of 
your own sound principle and generally strong intelligence, and leave 
them to be filled up by aimless idlers and wealthy blackguards, who can 
not be refined, and who pervert the original purpose of the clubs they join. 

THE BoaRDER WHOM WE CAaLt GalTERS (very gruffly).—Well, you 
may join the Union Club if you want to. /’m going to bed. 

And he led the procession up-stairs. 








ONE OF THE RISING GENERATION. 





Mrs. O’TooL_e.—* Lit go the coord, yer dom fool!’’ 


MASTER O’TOOLE.—* Yer a dom fool yersilf! Would I be afther 


losing all me coord ?” 
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FUN IN THE FREIGHT-YARD. 


Fun? Well, that is just about the size of it. 
It was when I was a little shaver—just out of 
skirts, and not old enough to appreciate any- 
thing in life but fun. I had a perfect passion 
for hanging around the freight-yards in my na- 
tive burgh; partly because the scurrying to and 
fro of the locomotives, the rumble of the cars, 
and the various evolutions of the trains possessed 
a fascinating excitement for me; but princi- 
pally because I thought the freight-yard the 
most likely place to witness a considerable ac- 
cident; and for this my youthful heart used to 
long with a yearning unspeakable. 

In the bright lexicon of my youth, the only 
synonym for pure, ecstatic, superlative fun was 
—accident. I was, by nature, you will see, a 
very practical joker. I could appreciate the 
humorous side of calamity first-rate—so long as 
the calamity happened to somebody else. No 
one enjoyed seeing a woman’s back hair blown 
off, or a large, fat man slip down, or a milk- 
man’s cart tip over, better than I did. But 
still my longings were not satisfied until I should 
see something calamitous upon a larger scale; 
and for this reason, as I have stated, I was a 
frequent visitor to the local freight-yards. There 
was always a possibility of an accident happen- 
ing there, and it behooved me to be prepared 
for it. 

Upon two distinct and never-to-be-forgotten 
occasions my expectations were realized, my 
cup of joy: filled to overflowing. One day I 
was standing near the long wood-shed in the 
freight-yard, watching a train being made up, 





and disconsolately estimating the chances of an 
accident of some sort. ‘The chances seemed 
pretty slim; but hope still sprang eternal in my 
youthful breast, and I concluded I wouldn’t go 
home until the train was fairly off, at least. It 
was nearly made up, but there still remained on 
a siding three or four box-cars and one very 
wide open car, fitted with an out-rigging, and 
piled high and broad with great beams of wood, 
The long train backed up and coupled to these 
cars, and then started for the other end of the 
yard, 

Now, the track, as it happened, ran quite 
near to the corner of the great wood-shed of 
which I have spoken—leaving barely room for 
an ordinary car to pass—and, as the train went 
rumbling by, a sudden thrill of joy shot through 
my veins. I saw that the open car could not 
pass the shed without a collision. O beatific 
prospect! My limbs trembled and my teeth 
chattered with intense excitement. My only 
fear was that the train-hands would make the 
discovery which I had made before it was too 
late to avert the impending accident. 

But no! On thundered the long train. The 
car of timber approached the frail shed. My 
breath came quick and fast, and my hands were 
clinched in unutterable longing. Now—zow/ 
They see it, but it istoo late. Crash/ ‘The post 
supporting the corner of the open shed is 
knocked from under, and the heavy roof comes 
staggering down upon the track. ‘lhe box-cars 
are derailed, and climb up over each other like 
mad creatures. ‘The track is torn up. Dirt 
and splinters of broken ties and timbers fill the 
air. ‘The bent tracks are hurled along the 
ground, plowing great furrows as they go; and, 
above all, the shrieking of the affrighted engine 
and the yells of the train-hands make a pande- 
monium the ecstasy of which passes all de- 
scription. One small figure alone stirs not— 
standing there, with great round eyes and open 
mouth, drinking in the mad joy of the great ca- 
tastrophe. ‘That was I. | 

Never again do I expect to experience such | 
perfect satisfaction. It was my first accident, 
and, as it seemed to me then, it left nothing to 
be desired. It was thoroughly adequate, per- | 





SOCIAL PROBLEM.—No. IV. 
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SENSELESS RESPECT FOR THE SENSELESS. 


WHAT BENEFIT DOES IT CONFER ON THE NEW DEPARTED FOR HIS FRIENDS TO STAND BARE-HEADED 
AND SEEK DISEASE AT HIS GRAVE? 











In a word, it exceeded my most sanguine hopes | 


_ and expectations. 


The second occasion upon which I experi- 
enced this rare delight was one for which I had 
long waited and watched. ‘There was a draw- 
bridge at the south end of the freight-yard, and 


the gap, the engineer and fireman jumped for 
their lives. ‘The momentum of the train was 
just sufficient to carry the locomotive to the 


‘end of the rails, and, with a wheezing lunge, it 


quite frequently the shifting engines and part | 


of the long trains had to cross it in order to 
make one of the long switches. Canal-boats 
were frequently admitted beneath the draw, and 
more than once a careless engineer had come 
dangerously close to the bridge before noticing 
the signal that it was open. 


toppled over into the draw. The coupling 
snapped like string, and the great steaming 
creature plunged into the w-ter and sank slowly 
out of sight. Only one covner of the cab re- 
mained above the surface. I was hanging on 
by one of the uprights of the bridge, close to 
the track, and probably had a better view of 
the disaster than any person on the grounds, 


_not excepting the engineer and fireman, 


One day a specially long and heavy train was | 


being made up, and the engineer was greatly 
annoyed by the frequency with which the draw 
was opened for the canal-boats to pass. He 
grew quite reckless at last, and would thunder 
down to the draw, tooting and ringing, and 
making every demonstration of impatience, till 


he brought his engine to a stand-still within a | 


few yards of the open space. Finally his train 
was all made up except a few open cars, for 
which he had to shift to a side-track, first cross- 
ing the draw-bridge to make the switch. 
was quite a sharp grade from the centre of the 
yard down to the draw, and the train was a 
heavy one, consisting mostly of loaded coal-cars. 


In some respects it was the finest accident 
I ever witnessed, and amply repaid me for 
months of weary and prayerful waiting. All 
day I lingered about the spot, watching the 
efforts made by the railroad-men to raise the 
fallen monster from its watery grave; and when 
at last it was fished up, all dripping and de- 
moralized, and bundled off down the track to 
the repair shops, I went home with a happy 


_ heart, and received calmly, nay, even gratefully, 


There | 


The engineer started down the grade at | 


pretty good speed, whistling for the draw; but 


a canal-boat, loaded with lumber, was just ap- | 
proaching, and the bridge had to be left open. | 
'of avery high building up-town, but was not 


With reckless vexation, the engineer did not 
slacken speed until within about thirty rods of 
the draw, when it became evident that the 
momentum of the heavy train was such as to 
render it very doubtful whether it could be 
stopped in time. 
down upon the struggling locomotive, and fairly 
pushed it along the rails. 
reversed, but all in vain. 
Closer and closer to the open draw the engine 


The loaded coal-cars pressed | 


The wheels were | 


the severe trouncing which is awarded to the 
youthful truant. Pau, PastNor. 








A DUDE ONCE put his girl’s bracelet on the 
neck of a cat. He lost all three. 





A MESSENGER-BOY recently fell off the roof 


hurt at all. 1t seems when he fell he was asleep, 
and the slowness which characterizes him when 
on life-and-death errands didn’t desert him. 
In fact he dropped to the ground so slowly and 
softly, that when he landed he was not awak- 
ened, but went right on dreaming until a po- 
liceman aroused him. Surely the messenger- 
boy is the slowest being on earth; and the ad- 
age, “slow as a turtle,” should be superseded by 


fectly satisfactory, and altogether delightful. | approached, and when within a few yards of | “slow as a messenger-boy.” 
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HOW THE RICH LIVE. 


Much interest of late has been taken in tene- 
ment-house reform. Philanthropists have been 
visiting the slums, and noting the manner in 
which two or three families manage to eat, 
drink and sleep in one room in the eighth story 
of a rickety building. It is well to sympathize 
with the poor; but why should the rich be for- 
gotten? Why should not some attempt be made 
to ameliorate their condition ? With this object 
in view, a number of benevolent citizens organ- 
ized a committee for the purpose of visiting the 
purlieus of Fifth Avenue, with a view of inspect- 
ing the habitations in the vicinity. 

They started out on their worthy mission 
about eight o’clock at night, and after being 
considerably delayed by numerous carriages 
and cheap cabs, they reached at last the heart 
of the region, the mode of life of whose denizens 
was to be laid bare to the public. Struggling 
on to the sidewalk, the party stopped before a 
large building, apparently a dwelling. Creatures, 
whose shivering forms were clad in seal-skin 
sacques and silk dresses, passed and repassed, en- 
tirely unheeding the philanthropists, just as they 
did the stalwart policeman atthe corner. From 
the ears of these women hung, in many cases, 
diamond ear-rings and other signs of the semi- 
barbarous character of the inhabitants of these 
quarters, 

The spokesman of the delegation rang the 
bell. The door was opened by a man who, 
judging by his costume, must have seen better 
days. He apparently was unable to buy ordi- 
nary citizen’s clothes, and wore, therefore, some 
kind of uniform. He had doubtless picked it 
up at some Hebraic Chatham Street clothing- 
store. ‘There seemed to be no objection to the 
party’s examining the building at their leisure. 

“We should like to see how the inmates live,” 
said one of them. . 

Being a member of the Union Club of New 
York, he had been accustomed to rough man- 
ners and unrefined society. 

“Oh, I can stand anything, I guess,” he con- 
tinued. 

They peeped into the dining-room. It was 
a melancholy sight to see a number of unfor- 
tunate mortals seated around that table eating 
and drinking, contrasting as it did with the 
same interesting act in an east-side palatial tene- 
ment-house. ‘lhe dishes were quite in keeping 
with the character of the establishment. No 
sound, good, wholesome. food such as well-to- 


do people consume; but the degrading pd#é de | iers on all sides.—Peck’s Sun. 
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fo gras, the shocking green turtle soup, the 
demoralizing British pheasant, all washed down 
with such poisonous fluids as Doldrum’s Double 
Extra Dry Champagne, Chateau Yquem Ante- 
diluvian, Amontillado Sherry, Chateau Lafite 
and Green Chartreuse. 

And then the plates off which these ate! Not 
the earthenware used in all well-regulated and 
prosperous households, It is true a little of that 
was visible; but the inmates of this dreadful 
dwelling were reduced to the necessity of tak- 
ing most of the food off metal platters, chiefly 
of the commonest kind of pure gold and silver. 
Instead, too, of plain bare walls with handsome 
designs on them, the miserable proprietor of 
the apartment had hung around it paintings by 
so-called artists. Most uf them were in bright | 
colors with gilt frames. 

To what straits must such a family be re- | 
duced when obliged to conceal their financial | 
condition with such things! So sharpened were | 
the appetites of all those around the table that | 
it was at least two hours before this mere apol- | 
ogy for a meal was finished. 

Then the women gathered their skirts around | 
them and left the room, while the men still | 
lingered over the remains of the feast. They | 
probably had not appeased their hunger. Said | 
one member of the committee to another: | 

“T have seen some fearful things, but unless 
I had observed this with my own eyes I would 
not have believed that human nature could 
stoop to anything of this sort.” 

Some of the sleeping-apartments were next 
visited, but they were almost too revolting to 
write about. Let it be sufficient to say that 
there was actually never less than one person 
occupying each room, and in some there was 
none at all. The admirable plan of having at 
least twelve persons in one chamber seemed in 
this house to be ignored. 

But of what use is it to dwell on the manner 
in which the unfortunate rich live? We will 
not harrow up the feelings of our readers any 
longer. Let a bill be introduced immediately 
into the Legislature to insist on reform in the 
dwellings of the rich, and no time should be 
lost in beginning a thorough investigation of 
the subject. 














CuIcaco papers wickedly speak of New Eng- 
land as “ our eastern frontier.’ Nothing could 
injure the feelings of Boston people so much as 
such a remark, As though Chicago was the 
centre of the earth, with wicked and wild front- 
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‘* YESHIR, Doctor, I WAN’ T’ KNOW ’F IT’S TRUE—F’R A FAC’—ALL THEM THINGS YER FOUND 
IF THASH SO, THASH WHASH MATTER ’TH ME, ’N’ I’M GOIN’ TO 


IN THA’ ’NALYSIS OF CHAMPAGNE. 
CHANGE MY DRINK—DUM ’F I AIN’T!”? 











“HAWKEYE” DOTS. 

In Armenia girls are married at twelve years 
of age. This enables them to procure three or 
four divorces before they are old enough to go 
on the stage, and thus prepares them to come 
to America with a star engagement the first 
year. 

An English horticulturist has observed that 
honey-bees never go near those flowers which 
bumble - bees (sometimes erroneously called 
humble bees) like best. That’s quite likely. 
It shows that the honey-bee knows upon which 
side his armor-plating is weakest. Go to the 
honey-bee, thou boy, and learn some sense. 

Oh, no, you don’t “laugh and grow fat.” 
That idea is all wrong. ‘The sentence should 
be reversed. You grow fat and laugh. When 
you fat up you have something to laugh for. 
And other people have something to laugh at. 
Especially when you try to button your shoes 
in a railway car. 

There was a man in Buckeye State, most stand- 
ard oily wise, 

He jumped into the Senate with his specs upon 
his eyes; 

And then he wrote a letter, in language terse 
and plain, 

“Twill not run for President,” and signed it 
“ Henry Payne.” 

A few weeks ago a passenger on an Ohio 
railroad died of fright. The brakeman must 
have called a station so that the passengers 
could understand him. 

A firm in Newark, New Jersey, manufactures 
artificial eggs with plaster of Paris shells. It’s 
getting so that a hen in this country has noth- 
ing to do but fly on a fence and cackle and 
squawk like a boiler factory when you are try- 
ing to put the baby to sleep.—Robert J. Bur- 
dette, in Burlington Hawkeye. 

Aw old man who owns two or three dozen 
houses that are rented was asked by one of his 
sons why he didn’t invest his money in some 
business so his: heirs could earn a living by 
work when he died. The old man said, “‘ That’s 
what I keep these houses for, to make you earn 
a living. If you don’t find you get exercise 
enough collecting this rent, and have all the 
business you want, then I am mistaken.” The 
boy thought maybe the old gentleman was 
more than half right.—Feck’s Sun. 





—Of the very choicest tobacco leaf—choicest because 
the firm can command it—is made Blackwell’s Durham 
Long Cut. Gentlemen may regale themselves with a 
pipe or roll it into fragrant cigarettes. Either way it is the 
most luxurious of all tobaccos. Trade-mark of the Dur- 
ham Bull. 





Lundborg’s Perfume, Fdenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 











CASTORIA. 


When Baby was sick, we gave her CASTORIA, 
When she was a Child, she cried for CAS TORIA, 
When she became a Miss, she clung to CASTORIA, 
When she had Children, she gave them CASTORIA. 





CONSUMPTION CURED. 


An old physician, retired from practice, having had placedin 
his hands by an East India missionary the formula of a simple 
vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent cure of consump- 
tion, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all throat and Lung Affec- 
tions, also a positive and radical cure for Nervous Debility and 
all Nervous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful curative 
powers in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to makeit known 


to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this motive and a desire to 
relieve human sufiering, I will send, free of charge, to all who 
desire it, this recipe, in German, French or English, with full di- 
rections for preparing and usine. Sent by mail by addressing 
with stamps, naming this paper, W. A. Noyes, 149 Power's Block, 
Rochester, N. Y. 


Blair’s Pills—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval Box, $1; Round, 50 Cents. At all Druggists. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 
To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 








, at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 


appear. Forms are closed on Friday at ten o’clock A. M. 
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WHITE ELEPHANT 


-PEARS SOAP staictiess ‘for the Complexion. 
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ROMPT ACTION 
is needed when 
Cramped. Don't 

experimenton your- 
selves. You need 
relief at once. Get 
it, tf possible, by 
using the GENUINE 


Fred’k Brown's 


CINGER! 


TAKE NO OTHER 





COLUMBIA BICYCLE 


ls POPE Vise CO. 
597 WASHN ST., BOSTON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 Warren St., NEW YORK. 








Pachimann & Moelich, 


863 Canal St., N. Y., 
Offer Special Inducements for Cash 
Purchasers of 
Watches, D.amonds, Jewelry, 
Silverware, Clocks, Spectacles, 
Opera Glasses, etc., etc. 


Established 1888. Price-list Free, 
Repairing a Specialty. 


50 1 eee ne Beauties, &c. Cards with name, 1o cents. Present 
with each pack, TUTTLE BROS., North Haven, Ct. 


Send six cents tor postage, and receive 
free, a costly box of goods which will 
help all, of either sex, to more money 

| right away than anything else in this 
world. Fortunes await the workers ab- 


solutely sure, At once address Truz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 















THE following resignation of a county judge 
was recently sent to the Governor of Arkansas: 
“T have got enough of this blamed office. I 
took this here place expectin’ to be respected, 
but mud has been flung at me ever since. The 
temperance people an’ the still-house folks have 
been pullin’ at me all the time, an’ finally, when 
I concluded to go with the still-house folks, the 
temperance people “lowed I didn’t have no 
sense an’ wuz a Ole fraud; jes’ like a man did 
n’t have a right to do as he pleases in this here 
free country. Well, they kep’ on a-harpin’ an’ 
a-harpin’ till I lowed that mebbe I wuz wrong, 
so I turned over to the temperance people. 
Then the still-house folks ’gun ter howl, an’ 
swore that I wuz a fool an’ a thief, nohow. So 
you see I don’t know which way to turn, an’ I 
wanter say right here that you may take the 
blame office yourself.””—Arkansas Traveler. 


WHEN a woman starts out in earnest she is 
not to be outdone. A Philadelphian sent a 
postal-card to his sister in Canada on which he 
had written six hundred and forty-four words. 
She answered with seven hundred and fourteen 
words. Not to be outdone, he crowded in one 
thousand and three, which brought an answer 
with one thousand five hundred and twenty-six 
words spelled out in full, and written plain 
enough to be easily read by persons of ordina- 
rily good sight. He thinks he will send her a 
new spring bonnet and call it square. He had 
better send the bonnet, as he will never be able 
to get as many words or have the last word 
with a woman even on a postal-card. It can’t 
be did.-—Pick’s Sun, 


AND now they accuse Chicago of being in- 
vested by female footpads. A good deal has 
been said relative to the foot of the Chicago 
female; but what shall be said of the pad which 
shall cover the foot ?— Boston Transcript, 





If you suffer from looseness of the bowels, Angostura Bit- 
ters will surely cure you. Beware of counterfeits and ask our 
= or druggist for the genuine article, prepared by Dr. 

B. Siegert & Sons. 


sou PIANOS cp: 
sae 


Square 
Received First Prize ie iste Exhibition, Philadel- 


Received First Prize 0 ft Fach tbithon, Montreal, Canada, 
an 
The great success aa popularity of the SOHMER Piano 
among the musical public is the best proof of its excellence. 
SOHMER & CoO,, 
Nos. 149 to 155 East i4th Street, New Yorke 


2 $156 oy es ORGANS FREE! 





for all. One organ to be given West 
Mississippi River. The publishers 
(a44col, journal)to increase its 
ans to the persons 
in the Old KAned before 
send the correct answer, 
and West will be awar- 

wer you must send 50 









of “*Home Cheer,’ 
circulation, offer said (2) 


pony coal & Me 7 ape tm ) for which Home 
cents, stal noteor 2c. stam’ i 

Ghees Pin be sent to you 6 all Address HOME 
CHEER, New Haven, Ct. (For winner of last organ see May issue.) 


Hannigan & Bouillon 


SUCCESSORS ‘TO 


WALLER & McSORLEY, 
245 Grand Street, NEW YORK. 


An unusually large line of Silks, Satins, Dress Goods, Fancy 
Goods, Suits and Cloaks. 


SPECIAL BARCAINS 


will be found in all departments. 

SHOPPING by mail is a pleasure when done through our 
Handsomely Illustrated Catalogue, which is the most 
complete DRY-GOODS CATALOGUE ever published. 
Our Spring and Summer Number, now ready, sent FREE upon 
application. 


HANNIGAN & BOULLLON, 


245 Grand Street, NEW YORK. 








The Manhattan 


F'iOoR MAY 
CONTAINS: 


Frontispiece. Napoleon III. leaving the Tuileries for the 
last time, at the beginning of the Franco-Prussian war. IIlus- 
trating the novel, .“¢ Trajan.””, Drawn by Lumly. Engraved 
by Willie Miller. 

THE GUNNISON COUNTRY i: Western Colorado. By 
Ernest Ingersoll. Profusely Illustrated. 

TRAJAN. A Novel. Chapters I., II. and III. Illustrated. 

Whose Sonnets? Showing that Shakespeare did not write 
the Sonnets attributed to him. By Appleton Morgan. 

RIMINI AND THE MALATESTAS, By Alfred Ash- 
ton. Illustrations from drawings by Gabricl Carelii. 

THE SEVEN CONVERSATIONS OF pas 
JONES AND BABY VAN RENSSELLAER 
By Brander Mathews and H. C. Bunner. 

Children in Fiction. By Mrs. Schuyler Van Renssellaer. 

Leo XIII. By Willard H. Morse, M. D. 

ULRIC ZWINGLI. By Rev. Dr. Chas. H. Hall, of Brook- 
lyn. Illustrated. 

The Latest News about Keats. By Joel Benton. 

Tinkling Cymbals. Continued. By Edgar Fawcett. 

Poems by Paul Hamilton Hayne, Nora Perry, Maurice Thomp- 
son, Frances L. Mace, Harriet W. French, John W. Chadwick, 
John Vance Cheney, Samuel Minturn Peck, Anne Sheldon 
Coombs, Waldo Messaros, R. K. Munkittrick and others. 

Whittlings. Ty Zeke Fairchild, the brother-in-law of Josh 
Biili.gs. 


Recent Literature. Town Talk. Salmagundi. 





$3.00 a year, postage paid. 25 cents a number. 


THE MANHATTAN MAGAZINE CO., 
Temple Court, New York City. 


CRANDALL & CO., 569 THIRD AVENUE, 

Oldest Baby Cuntean Factory in the world. 

Latest styles in Cane, Rattan, Reed and Wood, 
CARRIAGES and SPRINGS, 


K) indorsed by J. B. Brewster & Co., of 25th St., 
Dr. Shracy and others, as perfect in construc- 
. tion, safe and healthful. Boys’ and Girls’ Veloci- 
pedes, Wagons, Doll Carriages, Bicycles &c. Wholesale and Retail 
Catalogues free. Openevenings. Sole Agent for Tally-ho Sulky. 


569 THIRD AVENUE, near 37th Street, NEW YORK. 
324 FULTON ST., cor. Pierrepont, BROOKLYN. 
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NEUTRO-PILLi NE, ov/y hair solvent known. 
Permanently dissolves superfluous hair,rvot & branch 
in five minutes, without pain, discoloration or injury. 
Queen of the Toilet, A harmless, natural beau. 





titier. Produces a beautiful white tran-parent 
complexion. Send two stamps for oe perio, 
THE ITY HE. TION 


WORKS, mM South Sixth Street, Philadelphis, Pa. 
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CLOTH DEPARTMENT. 


We have now in stock a fine assortment 
of Tricots, Batists and fancy mixtures, to- 
gether with a large variety of Plain Cloths, 
suitable for Tailor-made Suits, etc. 


; roadway c K 1 9th él. 
c 
NEW YORK. 





HARRY JOHNSON’S NEW AND IMPROVED 


BARTENDER’S MANUAL; 
OR, HOW TO MIX DRINKS OF THE PRESENT STYLE. 
P.ice 60 Cents. For Sale Everywhere. 
THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS CO., NEW YORK. 
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BEHNING 


PIANOS. 
Over 22,000 Nowin Use. Write for Catalogue. 
WAREROOMS, 3 W. l4th ST., N. Y. 


IT STANDS AT THE HEAD. 


Unrivaled in Strength and Speed. 
Great Improvements for 1884. 
American Writinc Macuine Co., Corry, Pa. 

CIGARETTES 


Cloth of Gold (o 


By W. S. Kimball & Co, 














StraicHuTt MesH 


13 First Prize Medals. 








FINE CUSTOM TAILORING 


MODERATE PRICES. 
NEWEST SHADES AND MATERIALS 


FOR 
SPRING AND SUMMER. 


Samples and Seif-Measurement Chart 
Mailed on Application. 
BRANCHES EVERYWHERE. 


NICOLL, “the Tailor” 


620 BROADWAY 620 
139—151 BOWERY, N. Y. 





— 
f Send for 
beautifully illus~ 

J trated catalogueof th 
pf magniticents Higham 


BAND INSTRUMENTS 


Best iv tHe Wortp. 
Mailed free. Adiiressy 
& LYON & HEALY, 


X 162 Stars Sruger 








ICRAPHSi 


SIZE 


A reservoir Penholder, carrying a — pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non-corrodible pens, changeable at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 

N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers. It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. ’ 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 


Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 


LONDON, PARIS. & NEW YORK. 
= GIANT KEES FASE 


wn e se cards and catalogue, 6 cts. 
ANS, 50 N. Ninth St., Philada., Pa. 


Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up im hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Address Cc. oi CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 


© Print Your Own Gards'#"5 


with our $3 Printing From. Larger sizes 
For young 


(HEARSONS | PATENT U.S. A.) 


















THE 
BEST 

















for circulars, &c., $8 to $75. 
=4 or old, business or pleasure. Everything 
ms easy, printed directions. Send 2 stamps 
EMA for Catalogue of presses, Type, Cards, 


&e., &e., to the factory. Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn, 
4() Satin Chromo Cards, Beauties, name on 10¢, Auto- 





graph Album in cilt ard colors. 10c., or both, 16¢, Agents 
make money ! Full Outfitand Samples, 25 cents. 


LINTON & CO., North Haven, Conn, 





THEY sit no more in the parlor, where 
They sat by the glowing grate, 

But they stand and talk in the starlight fair, 
As they swing on the old front gate. 

And the old man weeps; but his bitter tears 
Bring never balm to his soul; 

It will cost him more for gates, he fears, 
Than it did last month for coal. 

— Unica Observer. 


A POCKET STORM INDICATOR has been pat- 
ented. ‘This is a want long felt. Now when a 
man stays out late all he has to do is to take 
his storm indicator out of his pocket and make 
observations before entering the house. If his 
wife is up waiting to receive him, the indicator 
will make it known by violent agitation, and 
all the man has to do is to keep out of the 
house. If she has retired and is asleep, the in- 
dicator makes it known by a soft purring simi- 
lar to that of acat. Then it is safe to go in; 
no storm brewing. This pocket storm indicator 
is indeed a great blessing to the husband who 
visits the club or lodge.—Pech’s Sun, 


At a fair in Sanfield, Conn., the people are 
voting a silk hat to the wickedest man in town, 
The competition between the friends of the 
village coal-dealer and of one of the Baptist 
deacons is sharp and exciting.— Boston Post, 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus tr-atment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY Co., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 


IT PAYS ASSERTS: © co! CLEREBRER Stamos 


PEARLS IN THE MOUTH. 











Beauty and Fragrance 


Are Communicited to “the Mo 


SOZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly white, the gums rosy, and the 


uth by 


breath sweet. By th se who have used it, it is regarded as an in- 


dispensable adjunct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 





RES?! J[MPROVED ROOT BEER. 
age. “Sold ve all cae or sent by 


from the teeth, without injuring the enamel. 
Packag ies 5 Sanews 5 8 Se 
mai | receipt of 25¢, C. sh Hinss, 48 N. Del. Ave., Phila., Pa. 
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OVERMAN 














THE UNITED STATES 


STANDARD BILLIARD COMPANY 





MANUFACTURERS OF 


ARTISTIC BILLIARD & POOL TABLES. 


Sole owners of the new and wonderful 


“IMPERIAL CUSEION.” 
758 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 








GRAPE MILK 


(NON-ALCOHOLIC ) 
Unfermented Sparkling Grape Juice. 


A.WERNER & C®° 


BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing tonic fom uisite flavor, now used over the 
whole world, cures Dyspepsia, Di ore ea, Fever and Agne, .nd all 
disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few drops imparts delicious, flavor 
to a giass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try {t, .nd 
beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or ‘ruggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT, 
51 BROADWAY. N; Y. 


FRAWSON'S(.5°"..)U, S. ARMY 


SUSPENSORY BANDAGES. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed. Support, Relief, Comfort. 


Automatically Adjustable. Displacement Impossible. 
The individual wearing it will not be conscions of its presence. 
Lecture va Nervous Tension and Circular mailed fice 

Sold by Druggists. (Every Bandag se) S. E. G. RAWSON, Patentee, 

Sent by sately. \ Guaranteed. / Saratega Springs, N. Y¥. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the injury trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method, Office, 251 Broadway, New York.” His 
book, with strong endorseme: its and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents, 

above disease; by 


GON UMI ' ION its use thousands 


of cases of the worst kind and of long standing hav ooons ncured.1 yy ed, 
80 strong 1s my faith in itseffic acy, that willse nd TWO BOTTLES FREE, 
tegether with a VALUABLE TREATISE on this disease, to any suferer 
Give Express and P. O. address DR. 'I. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., N, 














I have a positive 
remedy for the 








nig BY DRUGGISTS. 
JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


Ot aS 


So:oBrALl DEALERS THRovuGHour Int WORLO, 
GOLO MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 














TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three — For particulars address with stamp to 
b- SL AIAN, No.6St. Mark’s Place, New York 





0:25: Satin Enameled Chromo Cards, lates 
0: les, namein gold & jet, 10¢., 6p ks. & an KLiegant 
Solid Ring 50e, 13 pss. & Ring, &1. 00. Agents’ 
bum ofSamples 25c. GEO. W. ADAMS, W est Haven, Ce 
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OFTice OF “PUCK" 23 WARREN Sr. NEW YORK. 


MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH. 21- 25 WARREN ST NY 





